AN  AMERICAN  IN  THE   MAKING
few days I should be out of Rumania. And then in two weeks more New York would no longer be a vision, but an inspiring reality. I could no longer doubt that my sacrifice was worth while. And I turned my face to the West.ced me for the last time her sobs became violent and father had to separate us. There was a despair in her way of clinging to me -which I could not then understand. I understand it now. I never saw her again.
